the forum of Trajan—' the most exquisite structure under heaven,' says Amniianus—and along the via sacra and up the clivus of the Capitol, where the golden roof of the great temple of Jove still flings back the rays of the sun, or past the deserted Palatine to the Circus Maximus, or to the thermas Antoninianas (baths of Caracalla), until at last the sun sinks behind the Vatican, and Rome turns to other amusements.
Follow one of the swift chariots with the plates of gold and the -flashing gems, until it halts before one of the great senatorial palaces. Gold-dust is, perhaps, strewn on its polished marble steps, for the safety of the nerveless limbs. The chances are that fawning eunuchs must help the senator up the steps and between the tall columns of Parian marble, with gilded capitals, into the vestibule with its silver chairs and couches, its walls incrusted with mosaics and many-coloured African marbles, its ceiling of cedar and silver, its rare trees growing between the rafters, and rare birds nesting in their branches. He is bathed and clothed afresh, and rearranged by his barber and